

T he T ragedy of ' Hamlet 

ji their tables, before they come to the play,as thus: 
Cannot you (lay till I eate my porrige? and.you owe me 
A quarters wagesrand, my coate wants a cullifon: 

And, your beerc is fowrc:and, blabbering with his lips. 
And thus kcepingin his cinkapafe of ieafts. 
t '“When, God knows, the warme Clowne cannot makeaieft 
V nlcfle by chance, as the blinde man catcheth a hare: 
Maifters tell him of ir. 
flayers We will my Lord. 

Ham. Well, goe make you ready. exeunt flayers. 
Horatio. Hecre my Lord. 

Ham. Horatio > thou art cucn as iuft a man, 

As e re my conuerlation cop’d withall. 

Hor. O my lord ! 

Ham. Nay why Ihould I flatter thee? 

Why fhould the poore be flattered? 

What gainc fhould I feceiue by flattering thef. 

That nothing hath but thy good minde? 

Let flattery fi t on thole time- pleafing tongs, 

T o glofe with them that loues to hearc their praife, 

And not with fuch as thou Horatio. 

T here is a play to night, wherem one Sceane they haue 
Comes very neere the murder ofmy father. 

When thou /halt lee that Aft afootc, 
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Prince of Denmark. 


feede 3 the ayre. • _ 7 , . 

I father i My lord, you playd in the Vniuerfitte. 

Hor. That I did my L: ancl I was counted a good actor. 
Ham. What did you enaft there? 

(lor. My lord, I did aft l ttltus Cafar, I vvas killed 
in the Cnpitdll fBrutw killed me. 

Ham. It was a bru te parte of him. 

To kill fo capitall a calfe. 

Come, be thefe Players ready? 

Queene Hamlet come fit downebyme. 

Ham. No by my faith mother, heere’s a mettle more at- 
Lady will you giue me leaue,and fo forth: (traftiuc: 

To lav my head in your lappe? 

Of el. No my Lord. , (trary matters? 

* Ham. Vpon your lap,what do you thinke I meant con- 
tnter 'm a Tiumbc Shew, the Kmjan dtbe jgueene, he (its 

downe in an esirbor, fhe leaues him : Then enters Luci- 
antu with foyfon'in a Viall, andpowresit inhis earcs,attd 
goes away : Then the (jhyeene commeth and findes him 
dead: and goes away with the other. 

Of el What meanes this my Lord? Enter the e . Prologue . 
Ham. This is myching Mallico, that meanes my chiefe. 
Ofel. What doth this mcane my lord? 

Ham. you Ihall heare anone, this fellow will tell you all. 
Ofel. Wil 1 he tell vs what this Ihe w meanes? 

Ham. I, or any fhew you’le £hew him, 

Be not afeard to fhew, hec’le not be afeard to tell: 

O thefe Players cannot keepe counfcll, thei’le tell all. 

Pro/. For vs, and for our T ra gedie, 

Heere ftowpiug to your clemencie, 

Webeggeyour hearing patiently. 

Ham. I’ft a prologuc,or apoefieforaring? 

• Ofel. T’is fliort tny Lord. 

Ham. As womens loue. 

Snter the Take and Dutcheffe. 

Duke Full fortie yearcs are part, their date is gone, 




